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THE STAR 



IT appeared to me for the first time 
through the window of a third-class 
carriage of the jolting train — with 
guns balanced against the mess-tins out- 
side the bags, with blue soldiers and tipsy 
song's — rolling toward the war. . . . 

My too-new cap pressed on my head 
like a band of steel; my over-full cartridge 
boxes weighed down my coat, and I 
sought comfort in the harmony of the 
great night sky with its rich, mellow calm, 
soothing and uplifting. 

Then with voice brilliant and clear the 
Star spoke to me: 

"Do not tire thine eyes any longer," it 
said to me; "thou wouldst not have looked 
for me if thou hadst not already found me. 
... I am the War Star, the Taper which 
burns for thee on the sombre journey to 
the country of Death. In my radiance 
thou shalt gather the courage and the 
strength to struggle on. 

Wherever thou mayst be each evening, 
I will give thee a mysterious and tender 
rendezvous." 
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Eight days later, in an open granary 
through which icy winds whistled, the 
great rats were running over me and 
gnawing the rotten planks which served 
me for a bed; I shivered with cold and dis- 
gust, and the white Star pierced through 
a crack in the joists and came to me. 

" In the skies it is also cold," it mur- 
mured, twinkhng; "do not think that I 
forsake thee. I am not Heat, but Light." 
* * * * . 

The next day the batallion was in the 
trenches. My squad was in front, and my 
load was so heavy that my heart throbbed 
to bursting, and I feared at each minute 
to faint and fall. 



But the Star said to me: "One step 
more! Thy strength should endure as 
long as my light. . . . Link the one to the 
other and the one shall never betray thee 
until the other is extinguished. Thou 
wiliest . . . then thou canst. It is an enemy 
who taught thee the saying; show that a 
French soldier can worthily illustrate the 
proverb of a German philosopher." 

And I repeated passionately, dragging 
one foot after the other, the words of 
Ulysses on the stormy sea: 

"Courage, heart! Thou hast endured 



worse 



When the hour came to take my guard 
duty the Loges Wood appeared to me like 
a mysterious city dim and grey, furrowed 
with fantastic canals. 

I quitted my cave where my comrades 
slept heavily on their iron-wire trellis- 
work; the thick black mud was up to my 
knees, and the guard of the battlement 
said to me: "You are all right now, there 
are the gas-bombs; you have only to load 
your gun and look straight ahead! . . ." 

And then a bomb flashed superbly as 
if for a nocturnal fete, and thou appear- 
edst to me in thy golden armor. 

That evening, my Star, we conversed 
for a long time. 

"I will light for thee," thou saidst to 
me, "innumerable nights like this one. . . . 
I will be thy radiant and faithful com- 
panion. For nearly two years the aspira- 
tions of the guards have risen to me, and I 
shine also for the enemy, because the 
Heavens have no trenches, because I must 
shed light impartially upon the monster 
and the blade of grass, so that by dint of 
contemplating me the Ignorant may per- 
haps understand. . . ." 
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And as the roar and shriek of a 77 
made me bow my head, I found thy shin- 
ing eyes in the dark water of the trench. 

l|C * * 4< 

In the Spring the forest was so green 
about the ruins of the village; the sky was 
so starry with thy sisters yellow and white; 
the night was so charged with gentle mur- 
murings; the cannon boomed so majesti- 
cally on both banks of the Oise, that I 
cried in ecstatic blasphemy: 

"O War! how beautiful thou art! 
More beautiful than peace! Blessed be 
thou, my Star, which hast permitted me 
to fight for the most beautiful country in 
the world, and to be alive in these glorious 
nights of France, and to suffer for all this 
charm, and to die for all this beauty !" 

And the evenings have succeeded each 
other, and some nights have been dark 
. . . and I have sought thee in vain in the 
red hours of our attack, in a sky inexo- 
rably black. 

I invoked thee, however, on an after- 
noon of September, seeing my comrades 
fall one after another in the ruined trench. 
. . . Each second living soldiers became 
inert masses, and I stilled my shouts and 
my prayers to cry in anguish to the 
heavens: 

"Wh€!n will it be my turn?" 

And for all answer the sulphurous earth 
swept against my face and choked me, 
and the explosion of the 380 deafened me. 

It was the superb dawn of day; an in- 



different sun dazzled 'my eyes, and I un- 
derstood how far the Darkness, which one 
can people with dreams is preferable to 
the deceiving and immovable certainties 

of Day ! 

* * * * 

But several weeks later, on the stretcher 
which was bearing me toward the end of 
the journey, thou madest me thine adieux, 
saying to me: 

"Soldier, do not forget thy Star. 

"Mark in thy spirit my place in the 
great golden heavens. Raise always to- 
wards me thine eyes which seek their way. 

"I shine upon the trenches and upon 
the tombs, but also upon peaceful dwell- 
ings. 

"Remember in thy joyful days that I 
have beheld with thee suffering and death; 
and later when thou shalt no longer have 
need of my Light, in the nights of peace, 
come to me for guidance and advice. 

" For I am the Light of the War which 
has no ending. 

"Life is an eternal struggle against Ig- 
norance and Hate, and Mankind must be 
ever vigilant against them. 

"And thou, on the highways of the 
Earth, as formerly in the muddy trenches, 
shouldst be the tireless worker who 
spreads, through my light, the message 
of Justice and of Love. For I am the Light 
of the Ideal, and that thou mayest no 
more seek me vainly in the dark nights, I 
will cause to blossom in thy heart a star 
akin to me." 

— Translated jor The Lotus Jrom the French oj 
Pierre LaraJ, in La Revue. 



